AT THE PIANO Grandma wanted to see me dance so I plmlked down on the wooden bench, my legs like willow wJsw aving back and forth. Her blank eyes stared past me, as small, slender fingers like ballerina legs, ti(rOOed on yellowing keys. Gradoolly rope-black pigtails whipped rmmd and arollld, following fingers tlying into tap dances. never resting the staccato beats lUltll reaching the waltzing page, where lIy hands glided inOOa }-2-3 shlt'tle. Grandllla hummed and swayed. kno wing every note on tile page. A wide smile dimpled her face as she h~ged me, arms warm and strong. Even in her darkness. she could see me dance.
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